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hood of the car, saw the man in brown jump on the
foot-board of the car, but he thought it was a photo-
grapher.

The police agent, Celestin Galy, on duty at the
Bourse on the right-hand side of the procession., saw
the man leap on to the car and supposed it was
some fellow who wanted to touch the King for
luck, .

Commander Vigorcux, on the other side of the car,
deafened by the roaring of the seaplanes overhead,
thought he discerned the rattle of machine-gun lire, but
he continued undisturbed on horseback following the
car.

Foissac the chauffeur, driving the car, saw the man
in brown disengage himself from the crowd on the
pavement, plunge through the cincmatogniphers who
were filming the show, and approach the car. When
he heard the shots he turned about, saw the assassin
and with one hand tried to push him oil' while he still
continued to drive at a walking pace, but on second
thoughts he stopped the car, The rivets foe the King
continued after the King was shot. No one seamed
to have at once understood. The vivas continued
and then suddenly changed to a lioatse .roar of guttural
conversation, like the sound of a gale entering a
forest. There was a stamping and chafing, then a
lurching, hoarse questions and exclamations, uneasy
surging, surprise, screams.

General Georges had heard nothing from inside the
car. He drew his head in at the window and looked
round, Never caxi any man have had a greater surprise
than he had then. Blotting out the opposite window
was the monstrous visage of Vlada the Chauffeur, with
protruding jaw and set blazing eyes, the blood-lust
incarnate, Alexander the King lay sunk in the right-
hand corner of the car with a bullet near his heart,
Barthou, moaning in agony, had slipped on to his
knees on the mat. A hand with a long slim-batcelled